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having sent them, they were not likely to be the
most cheerful or harmonious of trios.

The weather became intolerably hot by the
end of August, and they migrated to Casa Prinni,
at the Baths of S. Giuliano di Pisa. The beauty
of this place, and the delightful climate, refreshed
and invigorated them all. They spent two or
three days in seeing Lucca and the country
around, when Shelley wrote the Witch of Atlas.
Exquisite poem as it is, it was, in Marys mood
of the moment, a disappointment to her. Ever
since the Cenci she had been strongly im-
pressed with the conviction that if he could but
write on subjects of universal human interest,
instead of indulging in those airy creations of
fancy which demand in the reader a sympathetic,
but rare, quality of imagination, he would put
himself more in touch with his contemporaries,
who so greatly misunderstood him, and that,
once he had elicited a responsive feeling in other
men, this would be a source of profound happi-
ness and of fresh and healthy inspiration to
himself. " I still think I was right," she says,
woman-like, in the Notes to the Poems of 1820,
written long after Shelley's death. So from one
point of view she undoubtedly was, but there are
some things which cannot be constrained. Shelley
was Shelley, and at the moment when he was
moved to write a poem like the Witch of Atlas,